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AARON DANIELS 


NOTE: The following diary of Aaron G. Daniels is 
shown here in his own words as was dictated to his 
daughter whom, for obvious reasons shall remain 
anonymous. The diary was donated for use in this ba i 
narrative by Mr. June Balaich of Roy, Utah. 
I, Aaron G. Daniels, being now old in years and somewhat infirm, 
but of sound mind and good memory, do dictate my brief memoirs this 
26th day of July, 1895, so that some of my experiences and knowledge ; 
will be remembered after I am gone. I am doing this that my family 
xnow more of my past, and that they might profit from my experiences. 
I was born on the first day of August in the year of 1822 in 
Thompkins County, town of Dryden, State of New York. My parents 
were Sheffield Daniels and" Abigail Warren, who were both-early con- 
verts of the Mormon Church. 
I was only eight years of age when I was baptized into the 
Mormon Church in the State of New York in the year 1830, my father 
having been one of the first converts to follow the teachings of 
Joseph Smith. We followed the migrations of the Saints to Kirtland, 
Ohio and to Nauvoo, Hancock County, Illinois where I married my first 
wife, Caroline Rogers, the daughter of David W. Rodgers and Martha 
Collias, on the 14th of December, in the year 1843. I had eleven 
shildren by this marriage and have neariy outlived them all, several 
of them having died in infancy. My first wife has now only recently 
died on March 6, of this year, having remarried in 1886 after leaving 
ne, to Abraham O. Smoot. 
I arrived in Salt Lake Valley with the Saints in 1847 and answered 
the call to go settle Utah Valley in 1852. . It was at this time that 
che Saints at Fort Utah, which is now Provo City, were having trouble 


with the Indians, especially the band led by the renegade named Big 


Elk. We fought a pitched battle at the fort and later chased the 
band up Spanish Fork Canyon where many of them were killed. The 
Mormon interpreter and Indian fighter, William W. Potter, eventually 
captured Big Elk and brought him back for trial and I ees present 
when he was executed before a firing squad. 

In 1856, on February 20th, I married my second (polygamous) 
wife, Harriet Nixon, the daughter of Stephen Nixon and Harriet 
Rushton of. England, and by this marriage I had eight children and 
by all my wives I had a total of twenty-three children. 

Shortly after my second marriage I was called to settle Fort 
Supply Hear Fort Bridger and, I lived there several years during the 
troubles with Johnston's Army and đid some scouting with Captain 
Lot Smith. a $ 

I was with John Bennion and others when the supply wagons were ` 
burned and also helped set the torch to Fort Bridger, in consequence 
of which I had great difficulty with old Jim Bridger who prior to 
that time had been a good friend. However, my loyalty lay unquestion- 
ably with the church and I weathered the difficulty by leaving and 
returning to Utah valley. 

I spent a good deal of time traveling between Fort Supply and 
Utah Valley during this time, concerned more with freighting and 
Tracoma: and in 1858 I went to Provo Valley (probably meant Heber 
Valley) with George Bean, William Meeks, William M. Wall and some 
others with a herd of cattle. I started a ranch on the Provo River 
near where the.town of Charleston is now located, about one mile 
north of that place where Daniels Creek enters the Provo River. 

Both Daniels Creek and Daniels Canyon are named after me. 
E appead and explore the valley in the winter, during which 


time is recorded that I discovered a Spanish Mine near the summit 
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of the ridge of Daniels Canyon, but I actually found this shaft in 
the spring. In April of 1859 I returned to Fort Supply and shortly 
thereafter William M. Wall, Jasper Boren, Moses Mecham, Ed Stokes, 
Dixon Greer and others came in and settled the town of Wallsburg. 

About this time (1860) I moved to Wanship in Summit County 
where I lived for nearly twenty years on and off, operating a stage 
station and spending considerable time and effort in the pursuit of 
prospecting, cattle raising and trapping. 

It was during this time that I first encountered the old pros- 
pector Thomas Rhoades and his son Cale Rhoades in Kamas Valley who 
were even at that time bringing out Gold from the now famous Brigham 
Young Mine just over the summit of the mountain from Kamas Valley 
on the Rock Creek drainage. I prospected this same region for many 
years and developed a long friendship with Cale Rhoades which I 
maintain to this day. | 

In 1879 a settlement was made a$ Ashley, which is now called 
Vernal, and I came there with the first settlers and spent much 
time there, both in the mountains prospecting with Pete Dilman, 
Robert Snyder and others, and in the Valley raising cattle. About 
this time Robert Snyder was killed by a bolt of lightning. I also 
spent. considerable time back in Utah Valley developing my interests 
in that place. 

In about 1885, shortly after my first wife left me to Marry 
again, I took as my wife, my now present wife Rose Daniels, an 
Indian, who had been both loyal and devoted to me and by whom I 
have two daughters and two sons. She has raised and been mother 
to most of the children of my other wife. 

Rose Daniels, being a woman of few words and not willing to 


talk about her past, I will say only that as a young girl, she had 
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been one of the unfortunate victims of the Bear River Massacre 
arocucaa by General Connors (Patrick E. Connor) and during which 
her Indian parents had been killed. She was one of three Indian 
children brought back to be raised by Mormons, they having purchased 
her from the Shoshone Indians under old Chief Washakie, who had 
carried her away following the massacre. One of these captives, 

a girl, was raised by Brigham Young in his home, another was raised 
by the Murdock family at Heber City (Pick Murdock), and the last 
was my now present wife Rose Daniels who was raised by the Daniels 
family in Utah Valley. = 

I have had many and varied experiences from the early persecu- 


tions and riots in Missouri and Illinois to guiding wagon companies 


across the plains to Utah, and equally exciting and interesting 
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events in trapping, exploring and prospecting throughout the West an 
the United States. I have seen the coming of the wagon trains to 
the coming of the railroads in these now modern times. 

I have prospected many years with Cale Rhoades and have been 
privileged to learn the secret location of at least one of his 
fabulous tunnels Sacred to the Indians, and I have often been asked 
to reveal this knowledge or asked why I don't profit by it, but 
having taken an oath both for the benefit of Cale Rhoades and my 
wife's people (the Indians) I am not at liberty to divulge the 
Secret Location or to profit by it. This I owe also in loyalty 
to the Mormon Church who, as I have personally heard Chief Waker 
state, the gold in the vein actually belongs. 

However, in recent years, due to my friendship with Cale Rhoades 
and the Utes, I have discovered several other Old mines once worked 
by the Spaniards and the Indians, which will yet prove to be as 


valuable if not more than the Sacred Mine to the economy of this 


State and to the Nation. 

Now that I am old and infirm due to several old bullet wounds 
inflicted during my service in the Indian Wars, it will be for the 
benefit of my family that I leave such information, knowing full 
well that I shall not live much longer to see them developed, but 
confident that my family will be left well off if they will uncover 
the Lost mines by my direction, this being the primary reason for 
my leaving these memoirs. 

I am therefore attaching to this brief biography and history 
“ayy several maps and charts showing the locations of the mines and 
diggings and loose veins, with the appropriate instructions for 
their recovery. 

Finally,`I. give my good wife Rose: Daniels,.who shares in these 
secrets my permission and instruction to develop and open up these 
mines and veins for the benefit of my family after my death. 


Aaron G. Daniels 
Uintah County, Utah 


NOTE: The following excerpt, taken from the last 

page of the Aaron Daniels diary, has been placed at 

this point in our narrative simply to provide for 

a more uniform flow of events. His story of the 

mines will follow immediately thereafter and in as 

much detail as we can reveal at this point in time. 

When I first came to Uteh in 1847, there was one Indian who 

was known above all the others and that was CHIEF WALKER of the UTES. 
He was a friend of old Jim Bridger and the trappers and with them 
stole horses and drove them off to California to sell to the Spaniards 
and then would steal horses from the Spaniards and drive them hack 


and sell to others. 


When Brigham Young and the Saints came to Utah in 1847, Walker 
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treated them kindly and I myself have had numerous dealings in the 


past with the old renegade and in fact we became quite friendly. 


Just before he died, Walker waged war with the Saints, but later 


repented of it because he said he had a vision from the LORD telling 
him that the Mormons were his friends and that he should not fight 
then. 

It was Chief Walker who told Thomas and Cale Rhoades about the 
Gold sources of the Uintah Mountains and allowed them to mine the 
ore for the use of Brigham Young and the Church. 

Cale Rhoades has told~me the story and I have heard it from the 
lips of Chief Walker himself, and it went like this: 

"MY NAME WAS NOT ALWAYS WALKER, BUT WHEN I WAS YOUNG IT WAS 
INE~CARRE-WINKER. When I was in my youth I went into the land of 
the Uintah inthe high mountains and fasted for a vision to learn 
my new name and I fasted on the shore of the SPIRIT LAKE where my 
visions came and TOWATS spoke to me and told me that he would show 
me a yellow metal which I was to be guardian of until the big hats 
came, and then I was to give the yellow metal to the big hats. I 
was led over the mountains to a place where the vellow metal was 
very rich and I saw it and covered it up and kept it in my (breath?) 
until the big hats would come. When Bridger ang Smith and their: 
trappers came into the mountains, I thought it was they who were the 
big hats, but they were not interested in the vellow metal and would 
not listen to me and laughed at my vision. 

"But Mormonee and the great Mormonee Brigham Young did not 
laugh, but told Walker that they knew of his vision, and so Walker 
told great Mormonee Brigham Young of the Gold and let the Mormonee 
use it as TOWATS had told him. 


"My name which the great TOWATS gave me at the SPIRIT LAKE was 
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no longer INE-CARRE-WINKER, but YAH--KEERA, which means 'KEEPER OF 
THE YELLOW METAL.' The Mericans (Americans) called me Walker, for 
they could not say my name." 

The above words are as close as I can remember as Walker told 
them to me and of Cale Rhoades who also told me this story of Chief 
Walker. I have no doubt that Chief Walker received a VISION from 
THE LORD to preserve the SACRED GOLD for the use of the SAINTS IN 
THESE LAST DAYS. 

THE SACRED INDIAN MINE--I first saw the Sacred Mine in about the year 
1889 when I was told by my wife's people that I might see it from 

up close but only if I didn't know where it was located. In the 
company of Happy Jack, Sagoosie Jack, Ungastonigets, Navid Copperfield, 
Cessapoonch, and- some other, I was taken blindfolded to an Old 

Indian trail... 

- Iwas not allowed to see the route by which we ascended the 
mountains, but at one point we left the trail and climbed the mountain 
at a place which was very steep, so much so that I had to cling to 
the horse's back to prevent falling off. 
| The Indians then took off my blindfold and showed me many old 
Spanish signs on the trees. Happy Jack tried to explain the history 
of the Spanish signs, saying that many years earlier, in his father's 
ae. the Spanish had forced the Utes to work the mines for the 
Gold ore. Happy Jack said that he himself had killed several Spaniarés 
in his youth and knowing him as I came to, I never doubted his state- 
ment... 

Happy Jack pointed out to me an area to my right...There is 
seen thousands of small crumbled nuggets of Gold like pieces of cora 
tossed to chickens on the top of the ground. I have never quite 


forgotten that sight and I have never seen anything any other place 


to match the corn Gold. 
I jumped down from my horse and picked Up several pieces of 
the metal, but Sagoosie Jack knocked them out of my hand and 


reprimanded me severely for doing it, saying; "YOU TOUCH NOTHING - 
JUST LOOK!" 
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I was disappointed and told them SO, and finally Happy Jack 
relented and took me to a Place...and he bointed...andg Said, 


"TUNNEL IS THERE." T couldn't see anything and askea him to take 


me ‘closer, but he refused and Said, "YOU Go 3Y SELF...yoy WILL SEEf 
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Spanish lower symbols, Mosby Mountain. These symbols, which appear to bea work 
of art, actually show the lacstion of two Spanish Mines, “June Baluish- . 


I climbed back up the slope...and I could see...a Pile of rocks `` 


which did not look natural to the trained eye of a prospector. ` I 
knew this was a cleverly concealed tunnel entrance. I rolled a few 
rocks away and there was a tunnel entrance as I had predicted, easily 
large enough to stand in. 

I continued to roll the rocks away carefully, occasionally 
glancing back...to see my Indian friends nervously walking up and 


down, obviously anxious for me to come away. 

I made the entrance large enough for me to crawl through and 
entered on my hands and knees. It was too dark to see much of the 
interior, except that it was larger than I had supposed and coursed 
back into the hillside beyond my sight...I could see a vein of pure 
yellow Gold ore running up the side of the tunnel and out of sight 
in the ceiling of the shaft. Near the back I thought I could detect 
another vein, perhaps even larger, but it was too dark to be sure 


and I had no light at all. 
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As I PATEN around, examining the walls, my foot Struck some- 
thing which made a strange sound and I stooped down and felt about 
it to discover that there was a pile of leather bags or sacks with 
straps secured to the tops, and they were apparently filled with 
heavy gold ore and some of which felt much like gold bars. I tried 
to open one but found that the top had been sewed shut with stiff 
rawhide. I didn't dare tear one open with my pocket knife for I 
had been warned about bothering anything and I knew that they meant 
it. 

Near the front of the tunnel, which might have been a natural 
cave at one time, excavated by the Spaniards to expose the vein, I 
removed more rocks ue mike my crawling out easier and the light from 
the entrance fell upon the ekposed bones and Skull of at least one 
human skeleton and bananen these was axmor and I suspected that these’ 
were some of the Spaniards that Happy Jack told me about. Seeing 


these, I hastened to get out of there myself, wondering if I Might 


carcass with the others. 

I returned the rocks to the entrance of the tunnel as much as 
I found them and slid down the slope...to discover that my Indian 
companions were nowhere to be seen. I suspected the very worst until 
I heard someone hoot and looked up to see them on top of theres haill, 
mounted and ready to riđe. They motioned for me to come up which I 
did and I was again blindfolded and hastened away two times as fast 
as I had been taken there. Not one of the Indians said a word as we 
dropped down out of the mountains ang I felt that they were very 
scared as an impression, since an Indian will tel] you nothing of 
their feelings. 


In conclusion, I might state that I returned to the Sacred 
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Indian Mine only once some several years later to discover that I 

was being followed and watched and therefore abandoned any opportunity 
I might have had to ascertain if my directions were correct..."I AM 
BOUND BY AN OATH NOT TO REVEAL WHAT I KNOW OF IT, BUT MY OATH, LIKE 
MY FLESH, ENDS WITH MY DEATH AND IT IS MY HOPE THAT SOMEONE OF YOU 

IN MY FAMILY WILL SOMEDAY PROFIT FROM MY- KNOWLEDGE.” 

THE MINE MARKED #2 ~- ...I found when Cale Rhoades told me about 
a grove of trees containing Spanish marks that were similar to those 
that I first saw near the Sacred Indian Mine. Cale never told me 
where the shaft was to this*place but I. found it by exploration and 
knowledge of the lay of veins which I had learned in years of prospect- 
ing. | 

The mine ‘Lays in.a hard place to find which could be walked 
over and not seen without careful observation... 

I have seen the Gold in this shaft and have taken samples from 
it and it is very rich. At one time, Jim Reed, Pete Dillman, Cale 
Rhoades and myself went partners to develop this vein, but it never 
got off the ground. I think, had I not got so old so soon, that I 
could have made this one of the biggest producers in the Western 
Region. 

-Senator Kearns and Richard Chambers both offered money to me 
once to show them this place, but Pick Murdock told me about how 
they cheated him out of the Silver King Mine and I never followed 
the lead. | 

THE MINE MARKED #3 - Cale Rhoades showed me the old Spanish 
workings (smelter) and the hidden mine shaft on Pole Creek many years 
ago when I first moved to Ashley Valley. I had found three old iron 
leads on the lip of a hill and Cale Rhoades happened by and took me 


over and showed me where the Spaniards had smeltered the ore on the 


bank of Pole Creek and a little stream along with the hidden shaft ' 
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further up the hill. 
THE MINE MARKED #4 - When I first came to Ashley Valley, there 


was an old prospector who lived in the high country and spent winter 
and summer searching for gold veins. I recall that in about 1887 

he came down to Ashley with sacks full of gold ore which was rich 
and cashed it in and telegraphed money to his daughter who lived in 
New York State. He did this for a lot of years. 

Then one day Pete Dillman came over to me and said that some 
fellow had been lost in a blizzard up in the high country and wanted 
me to go with him, together*with Pick Murdock, Bill Preece and some 
others to bring him out. We went up Whiterocks Creek for miles and 
it was the hardest trip I ever made in ten foot snows and blowing 
cold and coulan t see more than five feet ahead of us. We worried 
that we were going to perish in the Geather as well as E E 

After three days we came up on this old prospector and he was 
dead in the timber. We carried him out to the Agency and in his 
pocket was a map to a mine of gold. | 

I went in the spring together with Pick Murdock, Jim Reed, Henry 
Harris and one to two others to locate this claim and we foune Lt... 
through the timber where we found the frozen body of the prospector... 
It was at this time that we learned of the death of another old 
prospector who had been bringing gold out of the mounwains and send- 
ing it to his daughter. 

THIS IS MARKED MINE £5 - Three or four outlaws had heard of 
this and had gone to...where he kept his cabin and forced him to 
show them the. vein where he got his gold eran: However, the old 
prospector was too wise for them and took them to a shaft where he 
had salted a vein for just such a purpose should it ever be necessary. 


When the outlaws Giscovered that they had heen duped, they tied 
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M the old prospector up in the shaft and tortured him in the hopes 
of learning his secret, but he died ana they fled the scene. I 
was one of the party who brought his body down out of the mountains 
and we shipped him by train back East later when his daughter came 
out to exhume the body. 

His daughter had a map to the vein which her father had sent 
to her and she showed it to me and I have put it on my map as best 
as I can remember it after these years have passed. 

There are workings all over these rocky points and slide rock 
areas in the high country, and some of them Cale Rhoades knew about, 
and the old prospector probably discovered another of Cale Rhoades' 
sources without knowing it. But the sources in the high: country 
are mostly} veins and not mines or tunnels, for the real gold is down 
low, but the high gold is still very rich and worth investigation | 
by those who know what they are looking for. Cale Rhoades once told 
me there is a vein of Gold so rich it runs the full length of the 
Uintah's cropping up at intervals. He knew most of the croppings : 


the Dead Man Mine was one of the Places. 
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NOTE: Many of the old things of which Aaron Daniels had 

left to Rose Daniels she burned or destroyed in later 

years before she died, but the foregoing diary and his 

loose notes which are now presented below survived. 

l. I remember when Cale Rhoades told me about going up White- 
rocks Creek and running into Happy Jack and some other Indians who 
were about to ambush him because they thought he was a stranger 
going to the mines. Cale said he was on his way to the Spanish 
Shaft...but turned back because he thought he was being watched and 


I guess he was. 
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2. Happy Jack was often drunk but a loyal friend. He and Cale 
Rhoades were good friends and I guess still are. Happy Jack was in 
the Indian Nelegation sent back to Washington to deal with the white 
problem on the reservation bounc..:..es. That was a ploy to change 
the boundaries so that they could get to the lower mines on the 
reservation but it didn't work. 

3. I remember when Jesse Knight started his tunnel and Cale 
Rhoades came up the mountain to watch them dig and scrape. I asked 
Cale if he was worried apogr Knight finding anything and he said, 
"Oh, not much. He might P the best mining engineer in the West as 
some say, but he will lose on this one. All he will strike where 
he is going is.gray soil,” and that is exactly what they struck. 

Cale really knew his geology and mining, but so did Jess Knight. 

4. Try to remember how the cannon balls were laid out wher 
you go back to that spot. It could.have some meaning. The horseshoe 
leads the proper way but peters out soon after so the cannon balls 
could be a clue and also the armor. There must have been a big battle 
at that place one time to leave the armor buried in such amount that 
it sticks out of the grSuna like that. Remember there are Gold bars 
buried somewhere not far from there like Hanoy Jack told us... 

5. Dry Fork Canyon branches up near the Indian writing and 
back up the North Branch is where I found the tunnel which caved in 
just big enough for a man to crawl into, dropping straight down and 
on the Fisox. was a lot of old Indian Pottery filled with ore and back 
farther was some old bones of dead men and two kids it looked like. 
There was strange marks all over the wall which I think was Spanish 
signs because they looked like the ones on the trees, but when I 
went back two years later, there was nothing to be found. You should 


sciteday seafeh fer it. I still ‘eve the name written down here that 


15 


I found on the ledge of Dry Fork. It was ALVAREZ DE LEON, and the 


date says ANNO DOMINI 1669. 


Footnote: The first canal in Heber Valley was made by Aaron Daniels. 


